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      My car was dying. I could hear it with every press of the gas pedal, a sad, metallic clack-clack-clack from under the hood that sounded like a tiny skeleton trying to tap dance its way out. My old compact, a beat-up but reliable piece of machinery I’d bought from Thorne Used Cars a year ago, was suddenly sounding its own death rattle. The check-engine light had been on for a week, a glowing orange demon on my dashboard, but this knocking was new. This was serious. This was the kind of sound that meant my job, my only source of income, was about to disappear.

      I pulled into the lot at Thorne Used Cars. I had been given a one-year warranty, and I just hoped I wasn't too late. I parked the car, the engine sputtering to a stop with one last, final cough of protest. I sat there for a moment, the silence a stark contrast to the noise of the engine, my hands gripping the steering wheel, my forehead beaded with perspiration. I had to get this fixed. I had to.

      The lot was filled with a mix of cars, none of them new, although some were of a more recent vintage. Others were old, like mine had been when I first bought it. But I couldn't focus on the cars, all I could think about was the ticking noise from the engine. I got out of the car, my legs feeling a little shaky, my mind a whirlwind of worry. I was a delivery driver. I needed my car. Without it, I was nothing.

      I walked into the showroom, the bell above the door chiming a cheerful, unwelcome tune. The air inside was cool, a welcome relief from the hot afternoon sun, but it did little to calm the fire of anxiety that was raging in my gut. A man in a suit, his face a mask of practiced charm, looked up from behind a large, imposing desk. He was handsome, in a cold, predatory sort of way, with dark hair that was perfectly styled and a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. This had to be Mr. Thorne himself.

      "Can I help you?" he asked, his voice smooth as silk.

      "I hope so," I said, my own voice a little rough. "My car is making a noise. A bad noise."

      "Which one is it?" he asked, his eyes already drifting towards the lot.

      "The old compact. The gray one. You sold it to me last year. I think it's still under warranty." I was trying to sound confident, but I could hear the tremor in my own voice. I was a delivery driver, not a mechanic. I didn't know anything about cars. I just knew that mine was broken.

      "Ah, yes. I remember," he said, though I was sure he didn't. He sold a hundred cars a week. I was just another face in the crowd. "Let's take a look."

      I looked up as Mr. Thorne walked toward the door, seeing a window into what was probably an upstairs office. The blinds snapped closed. But just before they did so, I thought I saw a beautiful woman up there, my eyes mostly fixed on the deep cleavage. It seemed Mr. Thorne had a distraction for when business was slow. Lucky man.

      We walked out to the car, the hot sun beating down on us. I popped the hood, and he leaned in, his expensive suit a stark contrast to the grime and oil that coated the engine. I tried to start it up for him to listen, but the engine only turned over with a sickening, grinding noise.

      "Hmm," he said, a thoughtful frown on his face. "That doesn't sound good."

      "No, it does not," I said, my heart sinking. "I have to work, Señor. I need my car."

      He straightened up, wiping a smudge of grease from his perfectly tailored suit with a look of mild distaste. "I'm afraid my best mechanic, Jake, isn't with us anymore," he said, his tone leaving no room for questions. "And this particular repair is a bit… specialized. I'll have to send it to another shop. It won't be quick. We're looking at a few days, minimum."

      "A few days?" I repeated, my voice rising in panic. "No, no, no. I cannot wait a few days. I work. I need my car." The words came pouring out of me, a desperate, passionate mix of Spanish and English. "Sin mi coche, no puedo trabajar. I will lose my money. Maybe my job. This is not possible."

      I could see the look on his face. It was the look of a businessman who was faced with a problem. A problem that could cost him a customer. A problem that could damage his reputation. He was a man who was used to getting what he wanted, and what he wanted right now was to make me go away. Happy.

      "Calm down, son," he said, his voice a soothing balm. "We'll figure something out." His eyes swept the lot, searching for a solution, a way to placate the desperate man in front of him. And then, he saw it. His eyes lit up, a flicker of inspiration in their dark depths. He had found a solution.

      "Wait," he said. "We might have something."

      He led me toward the back of the lot, towards the garage. And then I saw it. A car that was so out of place, so utterly ridiculous, that it made me stop in my tracks. It was a sedan, an older model, but in pristine condition. The paint job, however, was a shade of pink that could only be described as aggressively feminine. It wasn't a subtle rose or a dusty coral, but a bright, almost neon pink that practically screamed for attention. The interior was just as bad, a sea of pink leather, a pink dashboard, and even a pink steering wheel.

      "That?" I said, my face screwing up in distaste. "It is… pink. A woman's car." The very thought of driving that thing, of being seen in that thing, was humiliating. I was a man. I drove a practical, sensible car. I didn't drive a pink monstrosity.

      "It's the only loaner I have available," Marcus said smoothly, his tone leaving no room for argument. "It runs perfectly. Think of it as a tool. You need a tool to do your job. This is a tool. It's this or nothing."

      I looked at the car, then at him, then back at the car. I was trapped. I needed to work. I needed to make money. I had no other choice. I had to swallow my pride. I had to endure the embarrassment of the pink car. I had to take the tool. I had to take the car.

      "Fine," I said, the word tasting like ash in my mouth. "I will take it."

      A triumphant smile spread across Marcus's face. He had won. He had found a way to keep me happy, so to speak. It was enough to at least keep my business. He led me back to the office, the paperwork already prepared. He slid a pen and a piece of paper across the desk, and I signed my name, my signature a scrawl of frustration and resignation. José Ramirez. I barely recognized the name on the page. It was the name of a man who was about to drive a pink car. A man who was about to be humiliated.

      He handed me the key. Even that was pink, with a faded pink ribbon tied to it. I took it, the key feeling like a brand in my hand, a symbol of my defeat. I walked out of the office, my head held high, my back straight. I would not let this man see me sweat. I would not let him see my humiliation. I would take the car. I would do my job. I would survive.

      I got into the car, the pink leather cool against my skin. I was immediately hit with a sweet, floral scent, like bubblegum and roses, a cloying, overpowering perfume that made my head spin. I started the engine, and it purred to life, a smooth, quiet contrast to the dying engine of my own car. I put it in drive and pulled out of the lot, my eyes fixed on the road ahead, refusing to look at the ridiculous pink interior. I was a delivery driver. I had a job to do. And I would do it. Even if it meant driving a pink car. Even if it meant enduring the snickers and the stares. Even if it meant losing a small piece of my soul in the process. I would survive. I had to.
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      The first delivery was a pizza to a college dorm. I parked the pink car as far from the entrance as I could, a pathetic attempt to hide the neon beacon of my shame. Every step toward the building felt like a walk of shame, the heat of the pizza box in my hands a flimsy shield against the imaginary laughter I could feel boring into my back. Inside, a couple of guys took the pizza, one of them letting out a low whistle. "Dude, sick ride," he said, a wide grin spreading across his face. I could feel my face flush, a hot, prickling sensation creeping up my neck. I just muttered a tight "thanks" and practically ran out of there.

      The humiliation was a physical weight, a stone in my gut. I drove to the next address, my knuckles white on the pink steering wheel. The radio, usually my sanctuary, blasting a mix of old-school reggaeton and modern Latin pop, betrayed me. It seemed stuck on some Top 40 station I'd never heard of, all sugary synths and high-pitched female voices singing vapid lyrics about boys and shopping and how pretty they felt. "Ugh," I grunted, slapping the buttons, but it was no use. The car was forcing this bubblegum crap on me, just like it was forcing its ridiculous color on the world.

      The day dragged on, a parade of snickering customers, pitying glances, and my own mounting frustration. I tried to ignore the rear view mirror, not wanting to see myself against the pink backdrop of the least masculine car that had ever been devised. I focused on the road, on the addresses, on the money I was losing with every passing minute. But in the lulls, between stops, my eyes would betray me, flicking up for a split second.

      At a red light, I caught a proper look. My hair. It wasn't right. I always kept my dark hair cut short, practical and easy to manage. But now… it was longer. Not by much, just enough to brush against the tops of my ears, the ends curling slightly. And it had a sheen to it, a deep, glossy luster that looked like I’d just stepped out of a salon.

      "Maldición," I muttered, running a hand through it. The strands felt soft, silky, completely foreign. It had to be the light. A trick of the afternoon sun reflecting off the ridiculously pink interior. That's all it was.

      But it wasn't. By late afternoon, the changes were undeniable. My clothes felt… wrong. The worn denim of my jeans, usually a snug fit around my muscular thighs, felt looser. But the seat felt snugger, my hips seeming to press against the fabric in a way they never had before. My work shirt, a simple black polo, felt tight across the chest, the fabric pulling in an uncomfortable, unfamiliar way.

      I pulled up to a McMansion to deliver a family-sized order of Chinese food. The house was huge, all white stucco and fake columns. I used the reflection in the glossy black front door as a mirror. What stared back was not quite me. My face was… softer. The hard line of my jaw seemed to have blurred, the angry furrow I usually wore between my brows gone. My eyebrows, which I usually hacked at with a cheap razor, looked… sculpted. Neatly arched. And my lips… they looked fuller. Plumper. My usual dark, afternoon stubble was completely gone, leaving behind smooth, clear skin.

      I recoiled as if I'd seen a ghost. "Qué carajos?" I whispered to myself, my heart pounding in my chest. This was not a trick of the light. This was not stress. This was… something else. Something wrong.

      Once back at my car, my delivery complete, the sweet floral scent of the interior seemed to intensify, wrapping around me like a cloying blanket. It made my head feel fuzzy, my thoughts slow and syrupy. The complicated worries about money, about the warranty, about my car, started to feel… distant. Like they were happening to someone else. In their place, a strange, bubbly feeling began to rise in my chest. A lightness. A simple, uncomplicated joy that made absolutely no sense.

      I shook my head, trying to clear it. "No," I said to the empty car. "Esto no es real." This wasn't real. This was a dream. A nightmare. I was José Ramirez. I was a man. A hardworking man. This wasn't happening to me.

      I finally finished my last delivery, the sun setting behind the city skyline, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple. I drove back to my small, sparsely furnished apartment, my mind a chaotic mess of fear and confusion. I parked the pink car in a dark corner of the lot, a final, futile attempt to hide it from the world.

      I stumbled into my apartment, the familiar surroundings offering no comfort. I went straight to the bathroom, my movements stiff and unnatural. I flipped on the light, the harsh glare illuminating the stranger in the mirror. My hair was definitely longer now, brushing the tops of my shoulders, the inky black strands shimmering under the light. My face was a delicate, heart-shaped oval. My eyes, usually dark and intense, seemed wider, more expressive, fringed with impossibly long, dark lashes.

      I leaned closer, my fingers trembling as they traced the new, softer lines of my jaw, the curve of my cheekbones. This was me. But it wasn't me. Panic, cold and sharp, coiled in my stomach. I thought about the garish pink car, about its impossible color, its cloying scent, its brain-rotting pop music. A connection, faint and terrifying, began to form in the back of my mind, a dark, horrifying thought that I couldn't quite bring myself to fully articulate. I was changing. The car was changing me. And I had no idea how to stop it.
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      Sleep was not a reprieve. It was a churning, feverish dream filled with the color pink, the taste of bubblegum, and the distant, hypnotic beat of pop music. I woke up with a gasp, not to the familiar confines of my small apartment, but to a body that felt alien and achingly new. There was a heaviness on my chest, a warm, substantial weight that seemed to press me down into the bed. I shifted, and the weight shifted with me, a strange, jiggling sensation that sent a confusing ripple of… something… through me.

      And then there was the emptiness. A profound, hollow ache between my legs where something was supposed to be. My hand flew down before my eyes were even fully open, my fingers scrambling under the waistband of my boxers, searching for the familiar, reassuring weight of my cock.

      Nothing.

      My fingers brushed against soft, damp folds, a delicate, intricate geography that was utterly alien. My mind screamed in denial, but my touch told a different story. The flesh was warm, slick with a wetness that seemed to bloom at my exploratory contact. There was a distinct softness to the skin, a velvet texture that bore no resemblance to the rough, calloused flesh I knew.

      I bolted upright, my chest jiggling in the worst possible way, a movement that finally registered the source of the weight. I looked down. Two large, heavy breasts sat on my chest, perfectly round and impossibly high, topped with dark, sensitive nipples that were already hard and aching in the cool morning air.

      A scream of pure panic and despair built in my chest, a raw, primal sound of terror and disbelief. It tore from my throat, but what came out was not the shout of a terrified man. It was a high, feminine shriek that echoed in the small room, a sound so alien, so wrong, that it made me want to claw my own skin off. I scrambled out of bed, my movements clumsy and awkward, my new body a stranger's. I half-ran, half-stumbled to the full-length mirror on my closet door, my mind a whirlwind of fear and confusion, my heart a frantic drum against my ribs.

      And in that mirror, I saw her. Me. A stranger. A woman.

      Her long, jet-black hair cascaded over bare shoulders that seemed impossibly delicate, framing a face that was all soft curves and wide, terrified eyes. This wasn't the rugged delivery driver who had spent years navigating the city streets. This was someone else entirely, someone who looked like she belonged on a magazine cover rather than in a cramped, one-bedroom apartment. My eyes were huge, a wide, doe-like brown that seemed to swallow the light. My lips were full and pouty. They were plump and inviting, creating a perfect, bee-stung pout. My cheekbones were high, my jawline a soft, gentle curve. My hair. My hair was a disaster. A beautiful, lustrous disaster. It was a cascade of midnight black that tumbled past my shoulders in soft, silky waves, a shimmering, inky waterfall that framed a face that was both mine and not mine.

      And it wasn't just my face and hair that had changed. My entire body had been reshaped, remolded into a caricature of femininity. My waist was cinched, a dramatic, almost impossible curve that tapered down to flared hips and a round, full ass. My legs were long and lean, my thighs smooth and toned. I was a walking, talking pin-up girl, a wet dream in men's boxers who belonged on a calendar rather than in a grimy apartment bathroom. And I was terrified, a cold, sick fear churning in my stomach as I stared at this impossible transformation.

      I was about to scream again. It was all just too much, seeing my body, my big round tits sticking straight off of my chest, but then… something shifted. The panic, the fear, the confusion… they began to fade. They didn't just fade away, they dissolved, like sugar in hot water, replaced by a warm, sugary fog that seemed to wrap around my brain, making it hard to think, hard to focus. It was a pleasant, pink haze that obscured all the complicated, stressful thoughts that used to dominate my waking hours. My job, my bills, my future… they all seemed so distant, so unimportant.

      And as the fear receded, a new feeling took its place. A feeling of… arousal. I looked at my reflection again, really looked at it this time. I saw the long, black hair, the full lips, the huge tits. I saw the hourglass figure, the smooth, hairless skin. I saw a woman who was, by any objective standard, incredibly sexy. And for the first time, I felt a flash of heat in my core. A deep, primal attraction. To the woman in the mirror. To myself.

      It was a strange, unsettling feeling, but it was not unwelcome. I reached up, my hands trembling slightly, and cupped my new breasts. They were heavy, soft, and full. My thumbs brushed against the dark, sensitive nipples, and a sharp pang of pleasure shot through me, so intense it made my knees buckle. I moaned, my voice taking on a husky sound from the earlier high-pitched shriek. I could feel a corresponding heat building between my legs, a slickness that was both unfamiliar and undeniably exciting. I was… hot. So incredibly hot. A hot, busty, bimbo slut. The thought came unbidden, a flash of insight that was as shocking as it was exhilarating. A bimbo. That's what I was.

      The name José felt wrong, a harsh, angular name that didn't fit my soft, curvy new self. I needed a new name, a name that was as pretty and fun as I was. My mind drifted, flipping through a catalogue of possibilities. Then, it hit me. A name that sounded like a flower and a song. Jazmín. I loved it. I loved the way it sounded, the way it felt on my tongue.

      I giggled, the happy laugh escaping my bee-stung lips without my permission. But I liked it. I liked the way it made me sound, the way it made me feel. I was a bimbo, and I was proud of it. I looked at my reflection, at the busty, brunette in the mirror, and I smiled. A wide, genuine smile that made my whole face light up. I was Jazmín. I was a bimbo. And my life was about to get a whole lot more interesting.

      I looked around my room, my eyes taking in the sparse, masculine furnishings. This was not the room of a bimbo. This was the room of a man who was no more. I needed to make some changes. Starting with my clothes. I looked down at my body. I was still wearing Jose's thread-bare boxers and nothing else. That wouldn't do. I didn't mind sitting around topless, but that wouldn't work for going out. And this was a body that was meant to be seen out in the world. I needed clothes that would show off my new curves, clothes that would make me feel sexy and confident.

      I thought about the trendy boutique I'd seen near one of my delivery stops yesterday. The window had been filled with a riot of colorful, revealing clothing, the kind of clothes that a bimbo would wear. I wanted to go there. I wanted to buy everything. I wanted to be the best bimbo I could be.

      I went to the small, wobbly nightstand next to my bed and pulled out my wallet. I opened it, and my heart sank. There was only a small amount of cash inside, a few crumpled twenties and a handful of ones. Not nearly enough for a whole new wardrobe. But then I saw the credit card. The card I used for emergencies. I had always been so careful with it, so responsible. But that was before. Before I was Jazmín. Before I was a bimbo.

      I slipped on the only thing I had: faded jeans that had no hope of properly fitting me, too long and loose in the waist, although perfectly tight across my ass. The T-shirt was similarly ill-fitting, barely managing to stretch across my tits while hanging loose around my tiny waist. Then there were my shoes, simple trainers that now looked like clown shoes on my smaller, feminine body. And when I was finally set, I grabbed the keys to the pink car. I was a bimbo on a mission, and nothing was going to stop me.

      I walked out to the car, my hips swaying with a newfound confidence. I got in, the sweet scent of the interior wrapping around me like a warm hug. I started the engine, and it purred to life, a smooth, quiet sound that made me feel safe and secure. I drove to the boutique, my mind a whirlwind of happy, bubbly thoughts. I was going to buy new clothes. I was going to be a bimbo. And I was going to have the best day of my life.

      The boutique was a wonderland of bright colors and shiny things. I drifted through it on a cloud of happy, horny energy, my new body swaying with a rhythm I didn't know I had. The shop assistants, a pair of skinny, judgmental girls, looked at me with a mixture of curiosity and disdain. But I didn't care. I was a bimbo, and I was here to shop.

      I filled my arms with clothes, each piece more revealing than the last. It turned out that tighter was better, shorter was better, and more revealing was the best. My old life was a distant memory, a fuzzy image of a man I used to know. This was me now. This was my reality. And I loved it. I took everything to the counter, a huge pile of skimpy clothes, and I paid for it with my credit card, the feeling of swiping the plastic a thrill of rebellion and liberation.

      I couldn't wait to change. In fact, I did it right there at the boutique. The men's T-shirt was replaced with a bright white crop top that barely contained my tits. The faded jeans were replaced with a pair of tiny denim shorts that were so short they barely qualified as clothing. The simple trainers were replaced with a pair of strappy sandals with a spike heel that made my legs look a mile long and my ass stick out just right.

      I looked at my reflection in the mirror, and I was speechless. I was a bimbo. A real, live, fuckable bimbo. And I had never been happier in my entire life. I spun around, my hair flying in a whirlwind of midnight black, my tits bouncing in a way that made me dizzy with desire. I was so hot. So fuckable. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be taken and used and filled. I wanted it all. And I knew, with certainty, that I was going to get it.

      As I walked out of the boutique, a new confidence radiated from me. The pink car was no longer a humiliation, but a chariot, a statement of who I was, a reflection of my new, vibrant, hyper-sexualized identity. All I needed to do was drop my new wardrobe off at home and then I could go out on the prowl. I was a hungry bimbo. I needed hot, hung men to show me a good time.
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      I shut the trunk lid of the car, my new clothes filling the space completely, each item a sexy new addition to my wardrobe. It was more than just clothes. It was armor for the bimbo life. The sun was starting to set, casting a warm, golden glow over the city, making everything look beautiful and promising. I was about to head back to my apartment to put everything away when I heard a voice, sharp and angry.

      "Hey! That's my car, you bitch!"

      I turned around, hearing the sound of clicking heels on the pavement. There was anger in the pattern of the clicking. But what I saw was not a woman who was angry in a way that made me scared. It was a woman who was angry in a way that made me hot. A wave of heat washed over me, a sudden, intense surge of desire that made my pussy clench and my nipples ache. She was a vision of blonde perfection, her hair a cascade of golden curls, her tits straining against the fabric of a tiny pink crop top, her legs long and toned, ending in a pair of strappy heels that matched my own. She was a goddess. A bimbo goddess.

      "Your car?" I asked, my voice a soft, breathy purr. I couldn't help it. I was a bimbo, and I was turned on.

      "Like, yes, my car," she said, her hands on her hips, her tits jutting out in a way that made my mouth water. "What are you doing driving my car? Did Jake give it to you, you skank?" I remembered hearing about Jake, but the memories were fuzzy and unimportant. All that mattered was the beautiful, angry bimbo in front of me.

      "Jake's not here," I said, my mind racing, trying to come up with an answer that wouldn't get me in trouble. But it was hard to think. My mind was a fog of lust and desire. "I'm Jazmín. I borrowed it."

      "Jazmín?" she said, a look of confusion on her face. "That's a pretty name. For a car thief." Her tone was still angry, but there was a hint of something else in her eyes. Something that looked a lot like interest.

      "I'm not a car thief," I said, pouting. "I just needed a car for work. And this was the only one they had." I was trying to explain, but the words sounded weak, even to me. I was a bimbo, not a master of words.

      The blonde bimbo looked at me, her eyes scanning my body, taking in my new outfit, my new curves, my new identity. A slow, sly smile spread across her face. "You know," she said, her tone changing from angry to suggestive, "you're pretty hot. How long have you been such a hottie?" A wave of relief washed over me. She wasn't angry anymore. She was interested. She was interested in me.

      "Just since this morning," I said, a giggle escaping my lips. "I used to be a boy." The confession was out before I could stop it, a secret that I hadn't even realized I was keeping.

      "Me too!" she squealed, her anger forgotten, replaced by a bubbly, infectious excitement. "I used to be a boy named Alex! Now I'm Lexi!" She bounced on the balls of her feet, her tits jiggling with a delightful rhythm that made my head spin. We were the same. We were sisters in bimbo-hood.

      I giggled too, the tension between us melting away, replaced by a new, powerful connection. "Oh my god! That's so, like, amazing!" I said. "I was José! Now I'm Jazmín!" We were two bimbos, two former men, two hot, sexy sluts who had been reborn into a life of pleasure and desire. And we were standing in front of a pink car, the symbol of our shared transformation.

      "I was on my way to a little... party," Lexi purred, taking a step closer, her scent a mix of bubblegum and sex. "My friend Brad is hung like a bull. And he loves to share." She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear, her hot breath sending a shiver down my spine. "How about you give me back my car, and I'll let you come to the party with me? You can play with me... and Brad."

      The thought hit a switch inside me, turning my lust into a full-blown inferno. A hung guy? And this hot bimbo? It was a dream come true, a fantasy I hadn't even known I had until this very moment. "Like, totally yes!" I squealed. My tits bounced and jiggled in my tiny top as I bounced on my toes, clapping my hands in excitement. This was the best news ever. I didn't even care that I was losing the car in the deal. It wasn't really mine and I was about to get fucked by a hung guy.

      Lexi giggled, leading my own giggles to bubble up in response. "Awesome! Let's go!" She snatched the pink key out of my long-nailed fingers. "The party's at the Regal Grand Hotel. Room 1117. Brad is waiting for us."

      Lexi climbed behind the wheel as I sat down in the passenger seat. The car felt right with her in the driver's seat. After all, it was her car. Lexi drove the car with a confidence that I had not yet achieved in my short life as a bimbo, her movements fluid and graceful, although she was all over the road. She was just as distractible as me.

      We got to the hotel, the towering glass and steel structure a testament to wealth and power. Lexi led the way, her heels clicking on the polished marble floor, her hips swaying with a confident, sensual rhythm. I followed her, my own movements a little less sure, but filled with a new, growing confidence. We were two bimbos on a mission, a mission of pleasure and desire.

      We found the room, which turned out to be on the top floor. Lexi knocked on the door, a sharp, confident rap. The door swung open, and there he was. Brad. He was a god. A tall, muscular god with a chiseled jaw, piercing blue eyes, and a body that was a work of art. He wore a pair of tight-fitting jeans and a simple white t-shirt that did little to hide the impressive muscles beneath. His eyes practically popped out of his head when he saw two busty bimbos standing at his door.

      "Well, well, well," he said, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. "Lexi, you've brought a friend." His gaze swept over me, a hot, possessive look that made my knees feel weak and my pussy grow instantly wet. He liked what he saw. He liked me.

      "I hope you don't mind," Lexi purred. "I ran into Jazmín and I thought you might like to play with us both."

      "I don't mind at all," Brad said, stepping aside to let us in. "In fact, I think I'm going to like it very much."

      Brad's room was not just any room. It was a suite, a sprawling space of opulent luxury that made my head spin. A large, king-sized bed dominated the room, its white sheets a stark contrast to the dark, masculine furniture. A floor-to-ceiling window offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline, the lights twinkling like a million tiny stars. I had never been in a place like this before. It was a world away from my small, cramped apartment, a world of wealth and power and pleasure. And I was about to become a part of it.

      "So, what do you think?" Brad asked, a confident smirk on his face as he watched us take in the room.

      "I think we're going to have a lot of fun," Lexi purred.

      "I think so, too," I added, my own voice a soft, breathy whisper.

      Brad walked over to the mini bar with the confident swagger of a man who knew exactly what he wanted, and what he wanted was us. He pulled out a bottle of expensive champagne, the dark green glass catching the light from the city skyline outside. Three flutes, tall and slender, joined the bottle on the polished surface of the bar. With a practiced twist of his wrist, Brad popped the cork with a flourish, the sound echoing in the quiet room like a gunshot. A cloud of mist escaped from the bottle's neck, carrying with it the sweet, fruity scent of the champagne. He poured us each a glass, the bubbles rising to the surface in a shimmering, golden cascade, the liquid fizzing and dancing in the light. Lexi and I exchanged a look, a silent communication of pure lust. This was it. This was the beginning of a night of pleasure and desire. And I was ready for it.

      "To new friends," he said, raising his glass in a toast.

      "To new friends," Lexi and I echoed, our glasses clinking together.

      I took a sip of the champagne, the cool, bubbly liquid a delightful surprise. I had never tasted anything like it before. It was light, crisp, and a little bit sweet, a perfect drink for a bimbo like me. I could feel the alcohol already starting to work its magic, a warm, pleasant buzz that made me feel even more relaxed and uninhibited.

      "So, what do you want to do?" Lexi asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

      "I have a few ideas," Brad said, a slow, hungry smile spreading across his face. "While those clothes are sexy, I know what would be even sexier."

      "No clothes?" I offered, giggling.

      "You catch on fast, Jazmín," Brad said with a chuckle.

      I didn't need any more encouragement. I stripped off my tiny crop top, the fabric whispering against my sensitive skin as I lifted it over my head, letting my heavy breasts bounce free, the cool air causing my dark nipples to pucker instantly. My even tinier shorts followed, sliding down my smooth, toned legs to pool at my feet, the movement feeling impossibly sensual as I revealed the slick, smooth folds between my legs. Lexi followed suit with practiced ease, her body a perfect, symphony of golden curves that made my mouth water. We stood before him, two naked, busty bimbos, our bodies a feast for his hungry eyes, our breasts swaying slightly with each nervous, excited breath.

      "Damn," Brad groaned, his eyes sweeping over us. "You two are fucking perfect."

      He crossed the room in a few long strides, his body a towering wall of muscle and heat. He pulled me into his arms, his lips claiming mine in a brutal, demanding kiss. His tongue delved into my mouth, tasting, exploring. I moaned into his mouth, my hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, needing more, needing all of him.

      He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. He turned to Lexi, pulling her into his arms, and kissed her with the same raw, possessive hunger. I watched them, my body humming with a need that was so strong, so overwhelming, that I couldn't think of anything else. I wanted to be a part of it. I wanted to be a part of their pleasure.

      "I want you to eat her out," Brad growled, his eyes boring into mine. "I want to watch you make her cum."

      I didn't need to be told twice. I dropped to my knees, my hands on Lexi's hips, pulling her close. I could smell the sweet, musky scent of her arousal, a heady perfume that made my own pussy ache with need. I leaned in, my tongue darting out tentatively, tracing a delicate circle around her clit.

      Lexi moaned, her hands tangling in my hair, her hips bucking against my face. I took the hint, my tongue delving deeper, exploring the wet, sensitive folds of her pussy. She tasted so good, so sweet, so right. I could feel her getting closer, her body tensing, her breathing coming in short, sharp gasps. I looked up at her, my eyes wide with wonder and desire. She was a goddess, a vision of blonde perfection, and I was worshiping at her altar.

      "Don't stop," she moaned. "Don't you dare, like, stop."

      I didn't. I lapped at her clit, my tongue moving in a frantic, desperate rhythm, my hands gripping her ass, pulling her closer, needing to taste all of her. I could feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave of ecstasy that was about to crash over her, to wash her away in a sea of pleasure. I could feel her body tensing, her muscles tightening, her breath catching in her throat.

      But before all of that came, Brad picked up my hips, making me stand while still bent over at the waist. I tried to keep licking Lexi's pussy, but it was made even harder when Brad's thick cock slid into my waiting pussy. It was a tight fit, my bimbo body not used to such a big piece of meat. But as he filled me, I was in heaven, a place where pleasure was the only currency, and I was a wealthy woman. My tongue was all over Lexi's clit as my pussy was filled with Brad's cock.

      "Make her cum, Jazmín," Brad commanded. "Make her cum while I'm fucking you."

      I redoubled my efforts, my tongue a frantic, desperate blur, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of Lexi's ass. I could feel her getting closer, her body shaking, her moans getting louder, more desperate. I could feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave of ecstasy that was about to crash over her, to wash her away in a sea of pleasure. But it was so hard to keep her climbing toward climax with Brad's huge cock filling me, thrusting into me with a steady, powerful rhythm that made my whole body shake with pleasure.

      "Oh fuck," Lexi moaned. I couldn't see her face, because her tits were blocking my view as I looked upward, but I could imagine her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Keep going."

      Brad was like a piston, a well-oiled machine of masculine power. He thrust into me, each stroke a deep, powerful movement that sent a wave of pleasure so intense it stole my breath. I was so full, so complete, so used. The feeling was incredible, a fullness, a wholeness, that I had never known.

      Then it happened. Lexi cried out, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her, a torrent of pleasure so intense that it left her trembling and spent. I could feel her juices flooding my mouth, a sweet, tangy taste that was the most delicious thing I had ever tasted. I lapped at her, my tongue a frantic, desperate blur, trying to catch every last drop of her essence.

      But my own pleasure was not yet satisfied. Brad still thrusted into me, his movements becoming more urgent, more demanding. I could feel the orgasm building, a storm gathering in my core, a tight, coiling pressure that seemed poised to overwhelm me completely. He seemed to be in no hurry to finish, content to keep me on the edge for as long as possible.

      "Come on, baby," Lexi cooed in my ear, partially recovered from my tongue lashing. "Cum for him. Let him see what a good bimbo you are. Show him how much you like his big cock."

      That was all I needed. Brad's cock and Lexi's dirty talk was a potent cocktail that sent me over the edge. The world exploded in a kaleidoscope of color and sensation, a blinding white light that consumed me, body and soul. I cried out, my orgasm ripping through me with the force of a hurricane, a torrent of pleasure so intense that it overwhelmed every synapse and nerve ending in my body. I could feel myself clenching and releasing around him, my body shaking and shuddering, my mind completely blank, unable to think of anything but the orgasmic bliss of the moment.

      My orgasm did not stop Brad from fucking me. He kept right on pounding me, holding me up by the hips as my legs wanted to give out. Each thrust prolonged the pleasure, my whole body a quivering mass of ecstasy. I had never felt anything like it before. I had never imagined that pleasure could be so intense, so overwhelming, so all-consuming. I was a bimbo, a slut, a fucktoy. And I was in heaven.

      But the pleasure was not to end there. Brad pulled out of me, leaving me with a sudden, aching emptiness. "Lay on the bed," he commanded.

      I did as he said, my legs still weak and shaky from the intensity of my orgasm. I lay back on the bed, my legs spread, my body an open invitation. Lexi lay down next to me, her body a warm, soft presence against my side. Brad looked down at us, a slow, hungry smile spreading across his face.

      "I'm not done with you two yet," he said. "Not by a long shot."

      He positioned himself between Lexi's legs, the head of his cock teasing her slick folds. He looked at me, a silent command passing between us. I moved over her, her body a perfect, symphony of curves, my pussy hovering over her face. She knew what I wanted, what he wanted. Her tongue darted out, tracing a delicate circle around my clit, a touch that sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me.

      Brad drove into Lexi, a deep, powerful thrust that made her cry out, her muffled moan vibrating against my sensitive flesh. I moaned in response, my body arching in pleasure. It was a perfect, symphony of desire, a circle of pleasure that was both intimate and incredibly hot. I fucked Lexi's face while Brad fucked her pussy. It was a bimbo fantasy come true.

      I briefly wondered how Brad had such amazing stamina. He had fucked me to orgasm. And now he was fucking Lexi, all without cumming himself. But the thought was a fleeting one, a passing curiosity in the sea of pleasure that washed over me. I didn't care how he did it. I only cared that he was doing it.

      But it was too much. The pleasure was too intense, too overwhelming. I could feel the orgasm building again, a storm gathering in my core, a tight, coiling pressure that promised to be even more intense than the last. I could feel Lexi's body tensing, her muscles tightening, her breath catching in her throat. She was close, too.

      And then, we came together. A simultaneous, explosive orgasm that ripped through all three of us. Brad let loose an animalistic roar, his body stiffening as he emptied himself into Lexi. Lexi bucked and shook beneath me, her muffled cries of pleasure vibrating against my clit, sending me over the edge into a second, even more intense orgasm. I could feel my own juices flooding Lexi's face, my body convulsing as a tidal wave of ecstasy ripped through me. I screamed as my body was completely wracked with pleasure.

      He pulled out of Lexi, leaving her a trembling, satisfied mess on the bed, her body still quivering with aftershocks of pleasure. He looked at me, a possessive, hungry look in his eyes that made my pussy clench with renewed desire. I knew what he wanted. And I wanted it, too. He wanted me. He wanted my bee-stung lips wrapped around his cock, cleaning him of our combined juices, a task I suddenly found myself craving with every fiber of my being.

      I jumped up from the bed, my legs still a little wobbly, and knelt before him. He looked down at me, a triumphant smirk on his face. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to lick the tip of his cock. It was still hard, still ready for more. I took the entire length into my mouth, my lips stretching around the thick shaft, my tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of the head. I bobbed my head, my movements fluid and graceful, my hands gently cupping his balls.

      The taste of our combined juices was an intoxicating cocktail. Lexi's sweetness, Brad's salty musk, and even a hint of my own arousal all mixed together on his impressive shaft. It was the taste of sex, of desire, of pleasure. It was the taste of being a bimbo. And I loved every single drop. I was a good bimbo. I was a good cocksucker. And I was determined to make Brad cum. I wanted to taste him, to feel him explode in my mouth, to swallow every last drop of his hot, sticky seed.

      "Damn, you are a good little cocksucker," Brad groaned, his hands tangling in my long, black hair, his grip tight, controlling. I moaned in response, my pussy growing wetter with his praise.

      I could feel him growing even harder in my mouth, the head swelling, the shaft throbbing with need. He was close. He was going to cum. And I wanted to taste him. I wanted to feel him fill my mouth with his hot, sticky seed. I wanted to swallow every last drop.

      "That's it, you little slut," he groaned. "Take it. Take all of it."

      And with a final, guttural groan, he came. A hot, flooding tide of cum that filled my mouth, spilling down my chin, dripping onto my tits. I swallowed as much as I could, the taste of him a salty, musky explosion that made my head spin. But there was too much, more than I could handle. It was a sign of how virile he was, and I loved him for it. I had made a real man cum. Not a little boy like I used to be. I had made a real man cum and I was proud of it.

      We collapsed onto the bed, a tangled, sweaty heap of satisfied bodies. Brad was in the middle, an arm around each of us, his body a warm, comforting presence. Lexi and I snuggled up against him, our bodies a perfect fit against his. We were his. His bimbos. His sluts. And we had never been happier.

      Lying there, my head resting on Brad's chest, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat a lullaby in my ear, I thought about my old life. My life as José. It was a lifetime ago, a distant, fuzzy memory of a man I used to know. A man who worked hard, who worried about money, who drove a beat-up car and lived in a small, cramped apartment. That man was gone. He had been replaced by me. By Jazmín. A bimbo. A slut. A woman who lived for pleasure, for the next fuck, the next orgasm.

      I had lost my car. I had lost my job. I had lost my identity. But I had gained so much more. I had gained a new body, a new name, a new life. A life of pleasure and desire, of sex and luxury. I had gained a new best friend in Lexi. And I had gained a new lover in Brad. I was a bimbo. And I had never been happier. I looked at Lexi, her blonde hair a messy halo around her head, her face flushed with pleasure. She looked at me, a lazy, satisfied smile on her lips.

      "You know," she said, her voice a soft, breathy whisper. "We should, like, totally do this again sometime."

      "I'd like that," I said, a giggle escaping my lips.

      "Oh, you two think we're done?" Brad said, a coy smile playing on his lips. "Babes, we're just getting started. We rest now, but soon I'll be fucking you both all over again. How does that sound?" He said it as if it were a question, but we both knew it wasn't. We were just as eager for round two as he was.

      And in that moment, it was all I wanted. The offer of sex was always accepted. I was a bimbo slut. Lexi and I both were. And our new lives were just getting started. There was a whole world out there full of men with big cocks who wanted to fuck bimbos like us. And we were going to fuck every last one of them. I couldn't wait. I was the luckiest bimbo in the world, and I knew it. My name was Jazmín. And this was my life now. And I loved it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Sadie Thatcher is a longtime author of erotic fiction, especially related to transformations and bimbofication. She likes to say “I have thrown off the shackles of my conservative upbringing and now write erotic stories.”

      She maintains a special blog devoted to her writings, including a behind the scenes look at her writing process, and bimbos in general, as well as highlights works by other authors. They can be found at:

      
        
        https://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com

      

      

      
        [image: Bluesky icon] Bluesky

        [image: Ream icon] Ream

        [image: X (Twitter) icon] X (Twitter)

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY SADIE THATCHER

          

        

      

    

    
      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Tegan

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Susan

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Joy

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Katherine

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Sarah

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Salt and Pepper

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Amanda

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: The Staff

      Mistaken Identity

      My New Bimbo Life

      Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

      (Virtual) Reality

      Side Effects

      Plaything of Olympus

      Experiment in Submission

      Bimbo Bet

      Snow White and the Evil Witch

      Twelve Days of Bimbo

      Chosen

      The Faerie’s Gift

      The Bimbo in Yellow

      Bad Role Model

      Truth or Bimbo

      Truth or Bimbo College Edition

      Bimbo Dome

      Acting the Part

      Subliminal Society

      Inheritance

      Company Morale

      His Bimbo Girlfriend

      The Bimbo Room

      The Bimbos of Blossom

      Dr. Jekyll and Missy Hyde

      Second Chance

      From M&As To T&A

      Trading Places

      The Bimbo Nutcracker Suite

      Milked and Herded

      Fitting In

      Clowning Around

      Transformative Ink

      Choices

      Rival Competition

      Alien Womanhood

      Invasion

      The Princess and the Bimbo

      Bimbo Labyrinth

      The Legend of the Werebimbo

      Power and Corruption

      The Simulation

      The Collar

      Fate

      Out of Love

      Party Girl

      Payback is a Bimbo

      Santa’s Bimbo

      Bimbo Legal

      College Investigation Journal

      Click

      Temptation

      Bite of the Bimbo

      The Rise of the Pink Kitty

      The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

      The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni

      The Bimbo Professor: The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag Book 3

      Anything for the Job

      Anything for the Job 2

      Anything for His Job

      The Bimbo in the Mirror

      The Bimbo in the Mirror 2

      Astrid and the Bimbo Bee

      Bella and the Bimbo Bee

      Cali and the Bimbo Bee

      Desiree and the Bimbo Bee

      Ember and the Bimbo Bee

      Fiona and the Bimbo Bee

      The Intern

      The Lawyer

      The Hacker

      Cause & Effect

      Witless Protection

      Stealing Sally

      Trial and Error

      Beta Testing

      Exposed (Resequenced Series)

      Bimbo for a Weekend

      Bimbo for a Week

      Bimbo for Life

      Surprise!

      Best Laid Plans

      No Going Back

      Bigger

      And Bigger

      The Recruit

      United Love

      The Journalist

      The Promotion

      The New Student

      Breaking the Curve

      Graduation

      The Spice of Life

      Going Deeper

      All the Way

      A Summer of New Experiences

      Personal Plaything

      The Billionaire’s Bimbo

      Stereotype

      Gimbo

      Modelesque

      Seeking Help

      Searching for Answers

      A New Truth

      Utopia’s Fall

      Utopia’s Secret

      Utopia’s Rebirth

      Oasis

      Community

      Money and Truth

      The Collar of Suggestion

      Stolen Suggestions

      Suggestions Lost and Found

      Impossible New Year

      New Year, New Bun

      Worst New Year Ever

      Benedict Amber

      Sara Takes to the Sky

      Vexing the Vixen

      Love and Giggles

      Hot for the Boss

      Free to Be

      Déjà Vu

      One Day at a Time

      Time Flows Like a Bimbo

      Milkville Farm

      Milkville Beauty Queen

      Mystery in Milkville

      Prophecy

      A New Marriage

      The Miracle of Bimboton

      The Diner

      The Motel

      The Service Station

      Be Pink

      Perfectly Plastic

      Pink Plastic Takeover

      A Great Opportunity

      Love of Luxury

      Roses and Diamonds

      For Beauty

      For Fun

      For Love

      On Bimbo Tides

      Tides of Temptation

      Riptide of Rapture

      Uncharted

      Bimbo on Patrol

      Tread on Me

      The Dean’s Dichotomy

      The Bottom Line

      Summary Judgment

      Project Aura

      Loyalty Dividend

      Perfect Citizen

      The Color of Envy

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 1

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 2

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 3

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 4

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 5

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 6

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 7

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 8

      Simple and Fun Volume 1

      Simple and Fun Volume 2

      Simple and Fun Volume 3

      Simple and Fun Volume 4

      Simple and Fun Volume 5

      Simple and Fun Volume 6

      Silly Bimbo Volume 1

      Silly Bimbo Volume 2

      Silly Bimbo Volume 3

      Bimbo Halloween

      Bimbo Christmas

      Bimbo Technology

      Dorm Room Bimbo

      Carissa’s Magic Pen

      Spirit Walk

      Muscle Memory

      The Case of the Bimbo Wife

      Changes

      Changes 2

      New Year New You

      The Bimbo Dream

      The Wedding Gift

      The Cure

      Backfire

      Bim & Bo Yoga

      Wishing for Each Other

      Bimbo Roots

      A Bimbo at Oktoberfest

      The Lost Bet

      The Fountain

      Bimbo Ghost

      Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice

      Basic Bimbo

      A Helping Hand

      Bimbos in Space

      Christmas Train to Bimboton

      Letters to Bimbo Claus

      Gone Fishing

      The Bimbo Behind the Mask

      Rival Wishes

      What’s in a Name?

      Playing the Game

      Friendly Wishes

      My Chemical Bimbo

      To Be Young Again

      Something Bimbo Calls Him Home

      Wishing for Him

      The Author Gets Bimbofied

      Bigfoot and the Bimbo

      Bimbo Zero

      Going Native

      Thanks for Giving

      Working for Bimbo Claus

      The Spirit of Bimbo Christmas

      The Bimbo Sweater

      What Really Happened to D.B. Cooper

      Starting Over

      Milk and Bliss

      The Fighter

      The Help

      The Bimbo Resort

      Awakening

      Bubblegum and Latex

      Vanity

      Christmas Wish

      Bad Bimbo

      Pumpkin Spice

      Don’t Have a Cow

      The Devil Is in the Details

      Naughty and Nice

      Give the Gift of Bimbo

      Snowbound Seduction

      Frankenstein’s Bimbo

      The Bimbo Christmas Star

      Santa’s Bimbo Helper

      Bimbo, It’s Cold Outside

      Bimbo Fog

      Bimbo Witchy Ways

      Empty Vessel

      Body Swap Rings: Happy Anniversary

      Body Swap Rings 2: Wedding Night

      The Bimbo Experience

      The Bimbo Experience 2

      The Bimbo Experience 3some

      The 4th Bimbo Experience

      Bimbo Genes

      Bimbo Genes II: The Virus

      The Bimbo Genes III: The Epidemic

      Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

      Bimbo Juice: Grape

      Bimbo Juice: Mango

      Bimbo Juice: Pineapple

      Bimbo Juice: Red Apple

      Bimbo Juice: Veggie

      Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: The Muse

      Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Street Racer

      Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Score

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 1

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 2

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 3

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 4

      Bimbo Party: Kennedy

      Bimbo Party: Esme

      Bimbo Party: Ariana

      Bimbo Party: Tara

      Workout Buddies

      Wishful Thinking

      Wanting More

      Bimbo Harem: Annabelle

      Bimbo Harem: Josie

      Bimbo Harem: Nikki

      Bimbo Harem: Tiana

      Giggle Dust

      Giggle Dust 2.0

      Giggle Dust 3.0

      Giggle Dust 4.0

      Bimbo Takeover: The First Step

      Bimbo Takeover: Teammates

      Bimbo Takeover: Going to the Top

      Bimbo Takeover: Revenge of the Bimbos

      Thanks for the Mammaries

      A New Beginning

      Copying Kat

      Spreading the Love

      Discovering Eden

      Building Eden

      Spring In Eden

      Saving Eden

      The Perfect Girlfriend

      The Perfect Engagement

      The Perfect Wife

      The Perfect Woman

      Be Hot, Not Smart

      No Thoughts for Thots

      Be Art, Not Smart

      The Cream of the Crop

      A New Kind of Passion

      Getting the Sugar

      A Second Lease on Life

      Summer

      Autumn

      Winter

      Spring

      Edge for Me

      Edge Together

      Edge and Deny

      The Boutique

      Lawyer or Beach Bunny

      Choosing Sides

      Accidental Mayhem

      Controlled Mayhem

      Planned Mayhem

      Jealousy

      Desire

      Fame

      Lessons in the Lab

      Nurse Bimbo

      Brain Drain

      A New Self

      Giving In

      Corrupted

      Bimbo No. 5

      Scent of Bimbo

      Forbidden Obsession

      Goddess Within

      The Message

      Bimbo Queen

      Bachelorette

      Beneath the Gown

      Honeymoon Surprise

      New Rules

      Embrace It

      Not So Smart

      Best of Friends

      Joining Bimbodom

      Bimbo Salon

      Bimbo Vision

      Spiral

      Rerun

      Housemates

      One of Us

      Inevitable

      Life in Plastic

      Plastic Guilt

      Plastic Fantastic

      Leadership

      Founders

      Hostile Takeover

      Cheers

      Happy Hour

      Date Night

      Emergency

      Faint

      Just a Job

      Zora’s Vacation

      Rekindled Love

      Stowaway

      Age of Discovery

      The Law

      Judge Bimbo

      Early Bird

      Missed Connection

      Fashionably Late

      The Politician’s Wife

      Seducing the Senator

      The Bimbo on the Ballot

      First to Fail

      Naughty Natasha

      Winner’s Circle

      The New Neighbor

      One by One

      The Mayor’s Harem

      From the Top

      Making a Star

      Bimbomaniacs

      Keeping Up With Ashley Jones

      Showing Off for Ashley Jones

      Taking Over for Ashley Jones

      Signed Up

      A Sign of Devotion

      The Stray

      Deadline

      Acceptance

      Runaway

      Welcome to America

      Climbing the Corporate Ladder

      Embracing Her True Self

      Patriotic Duty

      In the Navy

      On Leave

      Style

      Attitude

      Fake

      Xera’s Adventure

      Yvaine Versus the Berserker

      Quindra’s New Power

      Ring in the Bimbo

      Pink Pantymonium

      A Brush With Bimbo

      Missing Memories

      Blank Canvas

      Stripped

      Blonde Out

      Standing Apart

      Bleached Brains

      Blooming Beauty

      Chromatic Catastrophe

      Twinkle Twinkle Glitter Wife

      The Bimbo Who Knew Too Much

      On the Run

      Lost Forever

      I Dream of Bimbos

      Neighborly Librarian

      Breaking News

      On Her Knees

      Conforming to the Culture

      A Bimbo in the Office

      Growing Into the Job

      Six Days to Bimbo

      Rescued by the Gangster

      Submitting to the Gangster

      The Bimbo and the Gangster

      The Dating Profile

      The Wingman

      Caught in the Act

      Blue Ribbon Bimbo

      Gold Medal Bimbo

      Bimbo Heptathlon

      Goodnight, Sweet Bimbo

      Nikki’s New Job

      Her Place

      Exposed (Gullible Series)

      Testing

      Sabotage

      New Recruits

      Orientation

      Welcome to the Club

      Secret Desires

      Degradation Game

      Humiliation Hottie

      Quarterback

      Linebacker

      Running Back

      Temporary Employment

      Extra Hours

      Full Time Bimbo

      Growth Mindset

      Accidental Bimbo

      Melting the Ice King

      The Prank

      No Escape

      The Great Bimbofication

      The IQ Diet

      Bimbo Jobs

      Breaking the Bimbo Code

      A Bimbo for All Time

      Betrayal and Joy

      Heaven Can Wait

      Revival of Life

      Adjusting to Womanhood

      Ditziness and Dalliance

      Bimbo Art

      Drawing Made Real

      Her Inner Bimbo

      Captured by the Alien Bounty Hunter

      Claimed by the Alien Soldier

      Betrothed to the Alien King

      Doppelganger

      Sparkle Sparkle

      Girl Power

      Breaking Her Vow

      Selling Smarts

      Redefining Success

      Clueless

      Clumsy

      Curious

      Moving House

      Becoming Lulu

      Lulu and the Truth

      I’m With Stupid

      Breakup Necklace

      Bimbo Flowers

      The Pact

      Fixation

      The Doll

      Creating Paradise

      Creating Community

      Creating Happiness

      Curse or Blessing

      Close to His Home

      Tokyo Twist

      The Farmer’s Wife

      Sarah’s Summer Surprise

      Dirty Deeds

      From Wheels to Heels

      Under Her Hood

    

  



    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Sadie Thatcher publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-DXMQE-QXUEI[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-DXMQE-QXUEI

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/social-ream-screen.png
o






OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-x-screen.png





cover.jpeg
Chick e‘ab Book 3

A Gender Transformation Bimbo Story





OEBPS/d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





OEBPS/d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





OEBPS/images/social-bluesky-screen.png





